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AN ANGEL OF LIGHT. 


WALK in, gentlemen of the ‘‘Indepen- 
dent” party, and view the Reverend H. W. 
Beecher’s chef d’euvre now on the easel. 
As compared with Mr. Blaine, Grover Cleve- 
land is, according to the clerical artist “ An 
angel of light.” 

** Angels and ministers of grace defend 
us!” wecan no longer exclaim if the an- 
gelic throng has gained this startling acqui- 
sition. 

We have never claimed any specifically 
seraphic qualities for the Republican candi- 
date, which, perhaps, may account for the 
defection from his cause of Mr. Beecher, Mr. 
Curtis et id genus omne. 

But certainly we were unprepared to have 
the spotless purity of Governor Cleveland’s 
record so defiantly asserted. 

Ah! Mr. Beecher, paint as you will, charm 
you never so wisely, the cloven hoof is sure 
to crop out. 














Apart from the undoubted statesmanship 
of Mr. Blaine, which the veriest tyro would 
not dream of likening to any similar ability 
in Cleveland, the former met slander on the 
threshold, and boldly challenged his defam- 
ers, while the latter kept silence, when, how- 
ever judiciously or discreetly, his moral 
blamelessness was questioned. 

Messrs. Beecher, Curtis, Schurz & Co. are, 
of course, at liberty, to cast off “‘ the shackles 
of party,” and their allegiance to those 
principles which have, time and again, solidi- 
fied and protected the Republic. They may 
even make use of the ‘‘monkey tricks” of 
certain hirelings who can grub among the 
filth which they, of course, are too clean to 
be defiled withal. But when they attempt 
the apotheosis of Grover Cleveland, their 
efforts are too ludicrous to be treated 
seriously. 





WAITING FOR THE BRIDGE. 


THE material prosperity of this country is 
beyond doubt due to the sedulous care with 
which its industries and manufactures have 
been protected hitherto, and to the prompt 
hindrance made to all attempted encroach- 
ments on the rights of labor. 

We can produce almost everything which 
either necessity or luxury calls for, and 
quantities more than sufficient for our own 
demands. But the moment that our safe- 
guards are removed, the condition of the 
producer and workingman, susceptible of 
great improvement as it is, will be deplorable. 
With the abolition of a well-regulated tariff, 
the land will be flooded with cheap impor- 
tations of all sorts, with which it will be 
impossible for our labor to compete on equal 
grounds. 

The fulcrum which gives motive and 
force to native industry will be removed. 

Unskilled and imported labor will find 
ample scope, and, as a consequence, starva- 
tion, having crossed the bridge which your 
free-trade, Cobden Club ‘‘ reformers” would 
fain build, will devastate and desolate this 
‘land of Havilah, the gold whereof is good.” 





THE PROHIBITION BUBBLE. 


A VOTER who had bet on Cleveland as the 
coming President, recently gave eleven rea- 
sons for so doing. And in the course of 
his ratiocination he stated that so far as 
Butler and St. John were concerned, the 
issue might be regarded as a ‘ stand-off.’ 

This means, of course, that St. John will 
draw as many votes from the regular Repub- 
lican ticket as Butler will from the Demo- 
cratic. 

This is palpably absurd. Granted that a 
large number of Republicans favor Prohi- 
bition the majority of them are too sensible 
not to see that a candidate run in that 
interest alone can have no chance of success. 


Besides, as sensible statesmen have every- | 


where conceded, you can not legislate them 
into sobriety. Prohibitory enactments carry 





| principle; 





in their traina host of evils and — 
to illicit traffic. Bowl ahead, Mr. John, 
but rest assured that the specific grav nity of 
your ball must vastly outweigh that of the 


‘fairy nothing” which the Prohibition pipe 
and all the soap and water 


can at present boast. 


that supplies it, 





FRANCE AND CHINA. 


It can hardly be claimed that Americans 
are otherwise than sentimentally interested 
in the Franco-Chinese war. With the Euro- 
pean powers it is different. For selfish rea- 
sons they are variously prone to foment strife, 
and the spectacle of Germany patting France 
on the back is especially edifying. England 
backs China, and, in consequence, comes in 
for the denunciation of the Gallic press. 

However, as long as commercial rights 
and interests are not interfered with, our 
attitude is simply that of spectators, 





The Book of the Tribes of Columbia. 
CHAPTER V 
How Blaine’s enemies tried to get even with a man by 


renting their spite Upon a woman. 


1. BLAINE was not to get the throne with- 
out opposition; for the Dudes and Pharisees 
and Dependents gathered themselves to- 
gether, saying, ‘‘ Blaine is not for us.” 

2. Therefore they circulated many lies 
and slanders concerning Blaine; but they 
— him not. ¥ 

They spake unto the people, 
isa wicked man; unworthy is he of thy 
trust.” But the people answered and said 
‘** If that is so, how comes it we have crested 
him? 

4. Dost thou think thou knowest more 
than we? Verily, Blaine is our man.” 

5, But the enemies of Blaine rested not 
in their lying, which continued night and 
day. 

6. Now Blaine was married unto a true 
and worthy lady, of great honor and repute 
among the tribes. No man dared slander 
her name; the Dependents were silent and 
the Pharisees mute. 

7. But in the city of Indianapolis, in the 
tribe of Indiana, there lived one John, sur- 
named Shoemaker, forasmuch as he had not 
wit enough to make a pair of shoes; and he 
subsisted, therefore, in publishing scandals 
far and wide, in a paper called the Sentinel. 

8. This John was an unscrupulous man, 

without truth. And, although the Dimme- 
krats left alone the honor of Blaine’s wife, 
yet Shoemaker had a fondness for edged 
tools. 

9. He put his pen into his mouth and did 
nibble upon it, while he communed thus 
with himself: ‘‘ Lo, the people repudiate 
our tales of Blaine, and will have none of 
our lies. We dare not attack Blaine; there- 
fore we must vent our spite upon a defense- 
less woman.” 

10. For this cause did John, the Shoe- 
maker, remove from his mouth the pen, and 
did write thus: 

11. ‘* The wife of Blaine has no honor or 
she is a woman without honor, 
Her name is unworthy.” And more of the 
same sort. 

12. And he 


** Blaine 


scattered the parchment 


among the people. 
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13. Now Blaine sat quietly with his wife 
and children, on whose name no spot lay, 
when a carrier rode at hot speed unto him, 
saying: 

14. *‘I am from thy friends in Indianap- 
olis. Here have they sent thee the lie of 
John, the Shoemaker, in the Sentinel that | 
thou mayst defend the honor of thy noble 
wife.” 

16. And as Blaine read the lie, 
grew dark, and when he reached the end, he 
cast it down, and said unto the courier: 
‘‘ Hark ye! Go back to thy friends in In- 
diana, and say they have done well.” 

16. The courier rode away, and Blaine 
hied him unto the telegraph office, and sent 
this unto his friends Harrison and Holloway: 
‘* Here have I stood since the sixth day of 
the month of June, and have cared naught 
for the lies which my foes have spread con- 
cerning me. 

17. Yet I have not spoken. But John 
Shoemaker speaketh against my wife and 
my children. Go in, oh, Harrison, for all 
thou art worth.” 

18. Then Harrison sailed in bodily; and 
John appropriated a mighty tumble unto 
himself, and sank into his boots. And he 
was brought before the courts; and Blaine 
vanquished him and flattened him out. 

1%, Thus spake the wiseacres thereupon: 
‘* For four and twenty years have the Dim- 
mekrats made mistakes; and the one they 
have made this year is in attacking the honor 
of a woman. So mote it be.” 

20. And so it was. 


The “ Bull” of It. 


Two little bull-dogs met on Broadway, 
And a little bear-cub heard them say 
‘* Ah, how are you, dear Pup?” 
“Ah, how do you come up?” 
And then both grinned a smile 


You could have seen a mile 

‘I'm doing 
‘I’m going down street to have some fun.” 

‘“* What street is that?” asked t’other, 


‘* Fulton, Pearl, or s'm’other?” 


quite well,” said number one, 


And then both grinned a smile 
You could have seen a mile. 
‘Ain't La ‘Bull’ 
The ‘ Bears’ confused, the shekels all mine ?— 
"Tis Wall street, don't you see? 
Tumblez-vous, I prithee?” 


with the ‘ points’ down fine, 


And then both grinned a smile 
You could have seen a mile 


GEORGE DEAR. 


THE besetting sin of the paragrapher of 
the period is—not lying exactly, but exag- 
geration. After all the much ado about 
the size of the Democratic platform, it has 
been found by actual survey not to be much 
larger in area than the State of New York. 

AN important discovery lately made by 
the Historical Society of Chicago has cleared 
up a question that used to puzzle serious Bible 
readers, namely: what became of Noah’s 
carpenters after they had finished building 
the ark. It appears that they got through 
with Noah’s job on a Saturday evening, and 
the next Monday morning fell to work on 
the Democratic platform. It speaks vol- 
umes for the untiring industry of these for- 
eign workmen, that they were able to com- 
plete so extensive a work in time for the 
campaign of *84, A. Dp. What makes the 
feat seem to be more remarkable is the fact 
that the work was not in the least slighted, 
as the platform seems to contain all the 
antediluvian improvements. 
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BETTER NEVER THAN TOO LATE. 


Epitor—‘‘ My, boy, that earthquake is too ancient for treatment. 
” Take over to ‘* Harper’s.” The event 


“© No flies on us.” 


Paper like “* The Judge. 


Wide awake. 


and the idea is stale enough to please them to death.” 


Fortune’s Heir. 





, zs | 
He drives a blooded team of bays 
And is a spendthrift in his ways; 
While ev’ryone who knows him says: 


“ He's wild.” 


He flirts with actresses so free— 

Until into a suit, you see, 

For ‘‘ Breach of Promise,” gradu-lee 
He's wiled / 


“* JEF. JOSLYN.” 


CLEVELAND believes he can carry New 
York. How will he undertake it? Likean 
undertaker, perhaps. 

Let there be no more cakes and ale for 
Republicans—nothing but stewed lotus and 
rose-water. This is the new commandment. 





Way the big railroad companies will count 
for nothing in the present campaign.—Be- 
cause to carry New York will require some- 
thing more than a common carrier. 


THE reliable unterrifiable old Dutch Dem- 
ocrat of Pennsylvania knows nothing about 
such young upstarts as Tilden and Hendricks. 
What he understands by the old ticket is 
Jackson and Jefferson—no less; and he 
means to sit fast anchored in his old ances- 
tral chair till that ticket comes round again— 
as come it will when knock-down and fair 
play politics shall return and send zwm Teu- 
Jel all these weak-stomached political lemon- 
aders with their civil service and their cane- 
bottomed platforms and other hezeret. 





| solete 
| now the proper caper. 


Helpful Hints. 





ALTHOUGH every well-regulated family is 
supposed to be provided with about 47 dif- 
ferent varieties of ‘‘ Books de Etiquet,” still 
a few extraneous remarks to masculines 
as to the proper au fait manner of caring 
for and attiring the person, may not be 
deemed amiss. 

Hither we glide: 

On arising in the morning, a hot bath 
should be taken. Don’t take it to a very 
great distance from the house however, as 
the abstraction might be noticed. It is 
not imperative to ‘‘ take” the bath though, 
if it is found to be nailed, or too hot to pick 
up. 

Clean the teeth with an ordinary tooth- 
brush and some good reliable dentifrice. 
Pamice stone, rubber window cleaners, and 
scouring brick, are not in vogue for that 
purpose this season. 

The finger-nails should never be pared with 
a bone paper-cutter. What is the matter 
with a case-knife? 

Freckles are sometimes removed from the 
manly countenance with Oil of Vitriol, by 
maidens with blighted affections. If no-one 


_is jealous enough of you to help you out in 


that respect, don’t practice on yourself 


| with the fluid! Let the old poison-faced mug 


** freck.” 

The old-fashioned way of waxing the 
moustache with pomatum has become ob- 
A mixture of tar and axle-grease is 


Linen coats with two large perspiration 
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J,aRNUM—** J can’t get these cursed stains out with this soap.” 


marks on the back, (one over each 
shoulder-blade), are much worn the present 
summer. If the garment is very gauzy, 
shoe-string and rope suspenders should be 
filed away in the attic along with old boots 
of the vintage of ’58, back number hats, 
@C., XC. 

Shoes blacked with ‘‘ French Dressing” 
are stylish. Parsley dressing, or worcester- 
shire sauce, would not be deemed in good 
taste by polite soci ty. 

Colored shirts, dashed with rows of fancy 
hurdle-bars, seem to be a favorite wear for 
the races. Colored noses, dashed with rum 
at fancy ‘‘ gurgle-bars,” are also displayed in 
connection therewith. 

Rolled-plate watch-chains have takena back 
seat. Dont be gilt-y of wearing anything 
like that. 

Men should not cultivate too many rings. 
One good solid gold ring like the “ Star 
Route,” or Navy Department ‘ Ring,” 
ought to be sufficient. 

If the foregoing shining precepts are 
conscientiously adhered to, life will no longer 
be a burden to mankind, but asweet Elysian 
dream. 

I know old Elysian” my self. He’sa 
particular friend of mine; and he assured me 
that if I would promulgate these ideas, he’d 
make it pleasant for the boys who lived up to 
em: 

Those who may not be satisfied with the 
ornate fullness and general completeness of 
the above rules, and who may feel inclined 
to ‘‘ kick” for further information, are here- 
by respectfully notified, that ‘‘ applications 
for the World” will not receive consideration 
by 

** Jef. Joslyn.” 





Tre English don’t like big Jim’s sand, 
and the Democrats don’t like Black Jack’s 
English. 


THE Situation in Ohio. 
doubts about Cincinnatti, but 
solid for Grover. 


Cleveland is 





There may be } 


- — 
A younG lady born in Tasmania 
Took a passage on board the ‘‘ Aurania,” 
She fancied the trip 
And fancied the ship, 
But she quickly got cured of her mania 


Her experience was really appalling, 
She could not stand up without falling, 
And all the day long, 
In a voice fat and strong, 
‘Here! Stewardess!” she had to keep calling. 


Says the too far-seeing Democrat ‘‘ we 
could carry the doubtful States if—; we 
could lick Blaine out of boots and stockings 
if—** What if.” ‘‘ The tariff” 

THe Parlor party, it is said, are not all of 
the same mind as to who and what the can- 
didate ought to be. The Carlists want to 
put an Abstraction at the head of the ticket. 
The Curtisees are in favor of running a 
metaphor. 

Music, it has often been found, will 
relieve and even cure some cases of mental 
disease. ‘In cases of simple mania,” said 
a distinguished advocate of the music cure, 
my advice to the patient and his friends is 
simply, ‘‘sing.” Of course, in ‘‘ simple 
mania” it may be enough merely to sing, 
but when it comes to kleptomania our advice 
would be Sing Sing. 

In the ever Christian city founded by 
William Penn the architects blame the build- 
ing contractors for putting up walls that 
won’t stand. The contractors blame the 
masons, and the masons blame the mortar; 
and an expert who has poked his scientific 
nose in the matter finds that the masons are 
right and the mortar all wrong—and why? 
All owing to the adulterationous spirit of 
theage. The bad mortar, our expert finds, 
comes of the bad sand, which the shameless 
sand-sellers so adulterated with granulated 
sugar that no grit is left in it. Oh, the 
manners! Oh, the sand! 











‘ Mine,” 


‘Mabel! 


Dreaming. 


UNDER the boughs of a lilac tree 
Lizzie and Lillian and Mabel sat; 

No living thing, save the banded bee, 

Or the butterfly dipping across the lea, 

Or the robin chirping upon the tree, 
Hearkened the mischief that they were at. 


Innocent mischief! To plot and plan 

Futures as bright as their own bright curls; 
To gild with fancy life’s little span; 

To draw Ais portrait—the fated man— 
A hero’s picture, as maidens can— 

Innocent mischief of laughing girls. 
said Lilian, ‘‘ shall be a king— 

Of course, I don’t mean king on a throne— 
But in truth, and virtue, and everything 
That should belong to a worthy king; 

And we shall wed with a golden ring, 


And he shall live for my sake alone.” 


Mine,” said Liz, ‘‘ must be rich and great; 
Titled, I think, I should prefer— 

An ancient name and a large estate, 

Houses, and jewels, and lands, and plate— 

Now, your turn, Mabel; map out your fate—” 
And the girls turned round to look for her. 


‘Mabel, sketch us your fancy out; 


Mabel! Mabel! -Why, where is she?” 
’Round the lilac, and in and out, 
Through the shrubberies round-about: 
Mabel!” they called in doubt; 


**Mabel! Mabel! Where can she be?” 


Mabel has learned that love is blind— 
Far too blind to sketch and to paint. 
She has her lovein her own sweet mind, 

A radiant picture, securely shrined, 
Hid where her comrades can never find— 
Niched in her heart as a guardian saint. 


Summer came, and the bloom was shed, 
Shaking its sweets from the lilac tree; 

Autumn’s foliage fell, sere and red; 

Winter came 


Like a winding sheet o'er the summer's dead 


and its white veil spread 


And the spring-time seat of the maidens three. 


Spring-time melted the snow away; 

Earth lay green and smiling below; 
Once more the robins sang in the spray; 
Once more the tree was with blossoms gay; 
But the three maidens! Ah, where are they— 
The three who sat here a year ago? 


Under Italy’s azure skies 
Lizzie is hopefully waiting still; 
Waiting in poverty, waiting with sighs, 
With her artist-husband the long-sought prize 
So near, so far, from their wishful eyes—- 
The world learns slowly the painter's skill. 


The bee comes booming and questing by, 
Sipping the violets on Lilian’s grave; 
Her king has come to her from the sky, 
A king than monarchs of earth more high; 
She lies in his arms as restfully 
As he were the lover her heart would have. 


And Mabel? Well, she has realized 
The idol she had in her heart that day; 
And now—neglected, betrayed, despised— 
With heart too wounded to be surprised, 
She finds the saint she worshipped and prized 
A mortal statue of worthless clay. 


Ah! 
In the glad spring-time ‘neath the lilac tree! 


three maidens, sitting alone, 


What are your dreams when all is done—- 


The wealth, the culture, the ring, the throne?— 


Gone, like the leaves of the lilac, strewn 
And blasted by life’s reality! 


G. H. JESSOP. 
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Monographs. 
COMING THRO’ THE FOG, 


WHEN a steamer meets another, 
Coming thro’ the fog, 

Which should turn out for the other?— 
Coming thro’ the fog. 


This question is quite hard to wrestle, 
Until we read the log, 

Which clears from blame the lucky vessel 
That has come thro’ the fog! 


Poor. collateral—taking a mother-in-law 
with a wife. 

The broker’s way of paying debts—rob- 
bing Peter to pay Paul. 


The cream of a joke would be lost upon a 
milkman—he wouldn’t know what it was. 


My hairless friend, worry not on account 
of the glistening pate; those who are richest 
in hair are sometimes poorest in brains. 


‘“‘T hate aman who uses toe—back-oh! ” 
exclaimed young Podger, when his girl’s 
irate progenitor kicked him down the front 
steps. 


Beware of the fan, Clarence. It has waft- 
ed more men to destruction than all the cy- 
clones that ever sailed ever the bounding 
West. And, my boy, in your peregrinations 
through this wicked world, never forget this 
one little truth—a fan is indispensable to a 
womun who can no longer blush. 
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TAKING ON PILOT. 


The only man who knows 


An old lady from the country wanted to 
buy a pair of shears, and enquired of a pas- 


ser-by the best place to purchase them. Ile 


directed her to an adjacent newspaper office, 
and now the relatives of the old lady are out 
looking for her—she has been missing two 
weeks. 


My boy, when you think of marrying, be 
sure it is not passion but love that sways 
you. Passion is like wine, intoxicating, 
dangerous, leaving wreck and ruin in its 
wake; but love, my boy, love is the cup of 
pure, cool water held to the thirsty way- 
farer’s lips whenever the heat and toil and 
disappointments of life crowd thick and fast 
upon him; and it always cheers and sustains 
and strengthens, my boy, and is never with- 
drawn until the curtain of death is lifted, 
and the fair life beyond dawns upon us like 
the sun of a perfect day. 


So, you are ‘only a blacksmith,” John? 


You eat bread in the sweat of your face, and 
only by the grace of a strong, honest arm? 
And you want to know how you can attain a 
‘‘higher position” in life? We can’t tell 
you, John, and if we could we wouldn’t 
The world has more need of blacksmiths, of 
strong, honest arms, than it has of tinseled 


| puppets, men of preposterous pretensi ns 


and high-flown hypocrisies. We want black- 


| smiths to knock off with strong, fearless 


arms the fetters that bind society to snobbery 
and puppyism. You ean attain no higher 
position than you now occupy, John; for 
you are an honest man—and if that isn’t 
glory enough in this age of sordid corrup- 
tion, we should like to be informed what is. 


\\ 


the channel. 


Stick to your forge, John, and as the anvil 
rings out its clear tone in response to the 
fall of your right arm, it will tell you that in 
the humblest trade there is room for all the 
virtues, while in the ** higher position ” you 
covet they would be crowded to the wall to 
make way for the ignoble passions that 
attend the chase after wealth, and so-called 
‘* honor”! 
DIOGENES EAsy went over the seas, 
A philosopher he, always quite at his ease; 
So he sat upon deck, 
Though the ship was a wreck, 
And the waves of the ocean washed over his knees. 


Until something occurred that aroused him indeed, 
Twas one darned splashing sea that extinguished 
his weed. 
Where he’s smoking to-day 
I cannot quit say, 
For I know not the end of philosophy’s creed. 


THE PRETTIEST and most appropriate cam- 
paign badge shown this season is the ‘* Pine 
Tree Cone,” cut of which appears in our col- 
umns elsewhere. Every Blaine and Logan 
voter should have one. 


Barrel—‘‘ Do they miss me, dearest?” 
Dearest—‘‘ Oh, ever so much.” 

JouHNn of Tammany, knowing that Samuel 
had abdicated, said, ‘‘come let us kill the 
heir, and the inheritance will be ours.” 
Which scheme didn’t work, but will John 


give up the inheritance? 
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SOUR GRAPES. 


Jos. HARPER (with a long drawn sigh)— 


these volumes, to-day might J, 


hanging on 


grave.” —(Slightly twisted from Shakespeare’s ‘“* Henry tv.” 


Nasby. 
Mr. Nashy Tlas a Vision Which Hlas Much Meaning 
in it.—Hlow the Old Giant, Democracy, Was to 
Be Cleansed. 


CONFEDERIT X Roaps (wich is in the 
Sate uv Kentucky), July, 20.—I hed another 
dreem last nite wich left a indelible impreshn 
on my memry, I don’t understand why I 
shood continyelly dreem, but vishuns come 
to me nitely. Ican’t tell why. It can’t 
come from fizzekel causes, for | live reglerly, 
ez Il alluz hev done. I fill up reglerly at 
Bascom’s every nite, the amount I hist in 
dependin onto the temper uv the old man or 
whether ther is a stranger from Looisville 
there, and I roll off toward my _ peeceful 
couch at about 12, and sleep ez I hev alluz 
done. Why, then, shood I dreem more now 
than I used to? 

In my dreem last nite, methawt the old 
giant, Dimocrisy, waz trotted out to be put 
in order for the regler four yeers’ race. His 
old grooms and backers wuz with him, but 
it looked ez tho by common consent they 
hed turned over the keer uv him to a noo 
lot wich hed him in hand. There wuz 
George Wilyum Curtis, and the eddytor uv 
the Noo York Times, and Henry Ward 
Beecher, and a lot uv fellers from Massa- 
choosits wich wuz a examinin him critikelly 
and makin sejestjuns ez to wat shood be 
done to 

IMPROVE HIS CONDISHN. 
George Wilyum looked him all over keer- 


fully. 

SDhere’s too many spots on him,” wuz 
the remark. 

‘* Here is a very sore spot marked ‘Slav- 
ery,’ another ‘Seceshn,’ another ‘ Repoodi- 
ashen,’ another ‘Free 'l'rade,’ another ‘State’s 
Rites,’ and a dozen others wich are positive 
blemishes. They must be removed.” 


‘© Had my sweet self but published half 
Jimmy's neck. have ta hed of Cleveland’s 
‘““Troo,” sed the Massachoosits fellers, 


**but doubtlis they are only skin deep, and 
kin easily be rubbed out. The fust thing 
to do therefore is to rub them out.” 

**Eggsackly,” sed Curtis, ‘* We will im- 
mejitly perceed to rub them out.” 

‘The old backers smiled a sardonic smile, 
for they knowd the giant better than that, 
but they cheerfully furnished brushes and 
consentratid lie and all sorts uv powerful 
soaps, and George Wilyum, Mr. Beecher, 
and the Massachoosits fellers went at it. 

They applied the soap and the hot water, 
and they scrubbed at the spots an hour or 


two, till they wuz out uv breath, but it | 


didn’t somehow remove them. In fact, the 
frickshen made em shine out all the more 
prominent, 

They stopped and gazed at em. 

**TROOLY,” SED GEORGE WILYUM, 
**T hev scrubbed faithfully, and hev redoosed 
the size uv the giant an inch, but the spot 
remanes ez dolefully plain ez ever.” 

‘* Verily,” sed the Massachoosits fellers, 
**the spots we hev bin workin at are not 
eradicated by no means; on the contrary, 
they are even more disgustfully visible to 
the nakid eye.” 

Then they commenst agin. The body uv 
the giant wuz bein’ visibly redoost under 
the operashun, for it seemed ez tho all ther 
wuz uv him waz dirt, but the spots remained. 

They wuz puzzled to know wat to make 
uv it. Finally, Henry Ward Beecher, wich 
hed scrubbed more faithfully than any uv em, 
took a penknife and jabbed vishusly around 
the spot he hed bin workin at, and made an 
eggsaminashen, and threw down his brush 
and soap in despair. 


‘*It’s no use!” wuz his breef remark, 
**Scrubbin was in vain. Those spots are 
not merely skin deep — they go cleer 


through!” 





‘**Troo,” said George Wilyum Curtis. ‘I 
hev made the same diskivery. 
LET US CUT EM OUT.” 

Then the old backers interfered, and pro- 
hibited it. ‘‘Ef you cutem out you kill 
the giant. Its born in the flesh, and can’t 
be eradicated. To eradicate the spots wood 
be to eradicate the giant. Its uv no yoose. 
Yoo must take him ez he is.” 

The Massachoosits fellers took one good 
look and one smell uv the giant carkiss they 
hed been workin at, and holdin their noses 
retired with great rapidity. George Wilyum 
Curtis and Henry Ward Beecher tried to 
git away, but they hed permitted the giant 
to git a grip onto em and they coodn’t, and 


they laid down beside him. Just then | 
awoke 
* * * * * * * * 


Ther is a moral to this dreem wich noone 
knows betterthanI do. The fact is, Dimoc- 
risy is Dimocrisy, and it ain’t nothin else. 
We can’t make it over or improve it. Wat 
Dimocrisy wuz 24 years ago it is now, and it 
ain’t nothin else. Horris Greeley tried to 
reform us, but it endid in roonin Horris 
without doin us any good. We are now 
tryin to hide behind Cleveland, but 

CLEVELAND IS TOO THIN. 
| and the people see through him. Sehind 
him is thesame old carkiss. George Wilyum 
Curtis and Henry Ward Beecher, and them 
fellers are tryin to do suthin wid it, but they 
can’t undo facts or change the nacher uv 
the animal. Dimocrisy is Dimocrisy, no mat- 
| ter who is in the saddle or who is engineerin 
| the race. It’s one and indivisible, alluz the 
| same and eternal—ef we cood only lay down 
| and die and be born agin, or suthin, it wood 
be encurridgin; but no matter what cloak 
we put on, er what we perfess, it’s the same 
old cancer, wich kills everything it touches. 

I am afraid I shell never sit in that post 
| offis agin, nor will Deekin Pogram toast his 
| shins at the cheerful grate in the Collector’s 
| offis. Our strength is our weeknis. If we 
| don’t stay Dimerkratic we ain’t nuthin, 
and if we do stay Dimerkratic we are killed. 
| We can’t go over to the Republikins for wat 
chance wood we hev ther, and to stay by 
ourselves is starvashen. 

I am going to call a convenshen to makea 
compromise with Blaine. I am to 
offer him the privilege uv runnin the gov- 
ernment ef he will permit us to hold the 
| oftises. Ef he declines this our case is hope- 
less indeed. 


Is 


going 


PETROLEUM V. NAsBy, 
(Like Bunyan in Prisn. 
— Toledo Blade. 


His little go—his ego. 


WHEN an iron-clad Democrat threatens 
to bolt the ticket, there is no doubt that he 
will—bolt it as he bolts an oyster—by swal- 
lowing it whole. 


Grow s the only half-satisfied Democrat 
of the old school, ‘‘this youngster, Cleve- 
land, may have a great future before him, 
but has he any worth mentioning behind 
him?” 


THERE is an old moss-back Pennsylvania 
Democrat, of the Berks County variety, who 
never missed-an election in sixty years, and 
always voted his ticket unscratched. Strange 
to say, the venerable man still lives and his 
stomach remains unturned—which may be 
owing to the circumstance that in his baby- 
hood he was suckled by an ostrich, and when 
he came of age he inherited the craw of a 
quartz crusher. 
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Late Crop Report. 
DRAWN FROM A SECRET DRAWER IN THE BUREAI 
OF AGRICULTURE 


In Arkansas the wheat crop is coming 
into flour splendidly; but since last month’s 
report we regret to hear that much of the 
corn is inelined to go back on its ear. 

In Pennsylvania it is expected that the 
corn crop will yield ninety per cent of mush; 
but the buckwheat crop, as usual, is buck- 
ing against the Bureau. 

Owing to the heavy drouth, the cotton 
crop is so deep in the grass that our corres- 
pondent found it impossible to get at.it for 
an interview. Viewed from the surrounding 
fence, much of it looks seventy-five per cent 
more invisible than it was a month ago. 

In Louisiana the sugar crop promises 
eighty-one one-half per cent of sweetness, 
and the yield, it is thought, will be so great 
that the conscientious portion of the com- 
munity at large justly fear that sugar will 
be largely used next year during business 
hours, for the purpose of adulterating glu- 
cose and sand. 

In Virginia the wheat crop, so unpromis- 
ing in the spring, was readjusted by the June 
rains and will yield not less than two pecks 
to the bushel. 

In North Carolina the corn is making a 
splendid stand; but the pea-nut stand does 
not flourish here as in the towns of the 
north, 

As the beet crop was killed off to a con- 
siderable extent by the late spring frosts, 
there will be no scarcity of dead beets during 
the coming year. 

In New England the grass-hopper crop 
was greatly injured by the bad condition of 
the grass. In Kansas, too, there has been a 
decided falling off. In fact, the grasshopper 
crop on account of its flightiness, has never 
been a reliable one, and we would advise our 
farmers to abandon its cultivation. 

The tobacco crop, the tidy house-keeper 
will be pleased to learn, is developing a more 
than usual juiciness. 


Irish potatoes are developing uncanny- 
looking eyes, and are reported to be less 
mealy (especially in the mouth) than usual. 
Still, there is no occasion for alarm, as the 
Bureau will keep its open eye on them. 

In Indiana, and in fact all the doubtful 
states, the corn seems to hesitate about 


coming into tassel. 


The army-worm has so far escaped the 
wheat crop, but the War Department is after 
him and expects to gobble him before he can 
reach the frontier. 


In New York the green apple crop pre- | 


vails to an alarming extent, and is killing 
off the bad boy by thousands. Let us hum- 
bly hope that his loss will, in a land of such 
boundless fertility as ours, be speedily sup- 
plied by other bad things in abundance. 





Gov. CLEVELAND, they say, though not 
an early, is a rapid riser. 


Mr. Hewitt is the only Democratic 
statesman whose pillow is visited by no vain 
dreams of Democratic triumphs. He is 
blest with the curse of insomnia. 


To carry New York for the Democrats 
will require how many votes? Echo answers, 
‘*'Tam-many votes.” (Echo answers like a 
Dutchman, but the voice sounds like Kelly’s. ) 


**Walt,” says an enthusiastic Cleveland 
organ, ‘‘ till we start the campaign in earn- 
est.” In plainer English,—we intend to 
start the campaign as soon as we find the 
bung-starter. 


THERE 
the building of platforms in Chicago, for 
want of timber of the proper badness. Since 
the adjournment of the last platform-build- 
ers, you can go through all the lumber-yards 
in that twice-in-one-year-blessed city, and 
find never a slab or plank of knotty, or 
gnarled, or warped, or cross-grained, or 
worm-eaten, or wind-shaken, or half-rotten 
timber. 


Midsummer. 

BENEATH the umbrageous shed the waiter reaches 
The deliquescent clam; 

And losing turfites by the Brighton Beaches 
Emit the pleasant d—-n! 

Likewise the sire, whose son with early peaches 
His little waist doth cram. 

On sea and sound the small boy grasps the rudder 
In time to sweetly drown; 

And from the sea-side cow with rubber udder 
The lacteal poureth down; 

But faster flow the variegated currents 
Of mingled foam and beer; 

Down thirsty throats, with magical recurrence, 
They swiftly disappear. 

The laundryman now cuffs his boy, and collars 
Much cash from aqueous beaux; 

While in my garret, for a poor two dollars, 
This poem I compose. WE. 8, F. 





A GAS-FIXTURE—the lawyer’s mouth. 
Bab form—the other party’s platform. 


A SURPRISE party—the party who has 
just come on deck with a warrant. 


Way is the old ticket like the Kilkenny 
cats after the fight? Because there is nothing 


left of it but the tail. 


will be an end for some time to | 


Wit Logan’s English misfit the office of 
Vice-President any worse than the English 
with which the Democrats tried to fill the 
same office four years ago? 





Ir is understood that one of General 
Butler’s electioneering schemes is to give his 
party an excursion on board his yacht before 
the close of the campaign.—Chicago Herald. 


A sILLy New York swell persisted in go- 
ing into deep water at Long Branch in order 
to show off before the girls, and was carried 
mut we sea. All’s swell that ends swell.— 
Phiiadelphia Call. 
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VERNONA JARBEAU 
both pees in **Confusion ” when it was 


and Sadie Martinot 


given here last winter and both became pop- 
ular favorites. 

In their new pieces at The Star and at the 
Union Square they have fairly caught the 
town. Miss Jarbeau caught something 
worse a week or two ago, in the shape of a 
bad cold, and no wonder. As Puck in 
**Sieba” she reminds us forcibly of that 
celebrated daughter of King Pharaoh, who, 
while performing certain antics ‘‘on Egypt’s 
banks contiguous to the Nile,” is described 
in good old Irish as “‘ paleing off her duds.” 

Now Jarbeau, in the piece referred to, has 
so few duds to start with, that, after a few 
peelings, scarcely anything is left for the 
imagination of the audience save a cough and 
a possible attack of pneumonia. 

If the fair Vernona would use even a 
chest protector, the spectators would experi- 
ence a feeling of relief, and the lady’s vocal 
organs, which have of late been growing 
hoarse and wheezy, might be benefited 
thereby. Jarbeau is a bright and piquante 
actress, but her voice, unlike her figure, 
does not improve with age, and, unless she 
takes better care of herself, she will be 
obliged to give up singing altogether. She 
is the principal attraction in ‘‘ Sieba,” sav- 
ing, of course, the dancers, the red lights 
and the buncombe. 

The Kiralfys have got the best of Poole 
and Gilmore as far as the ballet costumes 
are concerned, but the garden scene at Ni- 
blo’s, with the flowers sparkling with electric 
light, and emitting a delicious perfume 
through the auditorium, is worth twice the 
price of admission. Then, too, most of the 
actors in ‘‘ The Seven Ravens” are much 
better than those who play similar parts in 
“‘Sieba.” To be sure the “lines” in both 
pieces are inane and silly, and pantomime is 
as good as anything else in spectacular 
shows of this kind where people go to see 
and not to hear. But if there must be ac- 
tors, it is rather more agreeable to have good 
ones than poor ones. 

Sadie Martinot is the lucky star that Mr. 
Tillotson should thank for whatever success 
his play of ‘‘ Queena” has achieved. 

She has made a star part out of what Mr. 
Tillotson never intended should be one, and 
it will be a cold day for ‘‘Queena” when 
she leaves the company to go starring in the 
new musical comedy written for her by 
Charles Hoyt and called “The Queen of 
Bohemia.” Actresses of the Sadie Martinot 
and Minnie Maddern type are scarce enough 
to be thoroughly appreciated, and if Miss 
Maddern would be contented to play only 
such parts as she is fitted for, she might 
make a financial as well as an artistic suc- 
cess. “‘ Foggs’ Ferry” is a poor play, but 
in it Miss Maddern had a part that just 
suited her, and while she played it she made 
money. She aims at the legitimate, and is 
altogether too ambitions. She might make 
another Lotta but she will never be a Clara 





THE JUDGE. 








Morris or even Mary Anderson. The sooner 
she gives up all idea of playing Shakespeare 
and becomes, like Miss Martinot, willing to 
devote herself to the talents God has given 
her, the better it will be for her pocket, her 
manager and all concerned. 

After reading the conflicting accounts in 
London papers regarding the performances 
of Augustin Daly’s Company at Toole’s, one 
might be in doubt what to believe were it 
not for the private reports that frequently 
reach us. 

That the company have made a hit, and 
that Mrs. Gilbert, James Lewis, Ada Rehan 
and some of the others are extremely popu- 
lar is certain, but the theatre in which they 
play is so small that, even crowded nightly 
as it is, Mr. Daly will not make money out 
of his enterprise. As he probably never 
expected a big financial success, he is most 
likely quite contented, and if he comes out 
even with his ‘‘Dollars and Cents” he should 
be well satisfied. His troupe have made a 
sensation, and pictures of different members 
may be seen in numerous English periodicals. 
The Lady’s Pictorial devotes a whole page 
to eleven cuts from ‘‘ Dollars and Sense.” 

The Frohmans seem to be gradually slip- 
ping out of the Madison Square, and if Pal- 
mer once gets actual control of the establish- 
ment there will doubtless be a change in 
the policy of the theatre, and perhaps an 
occasional change of bill. 

Now that Palmer is one of the syndicate, 
we live in hopes that ‘‘ May Blossom” will 
be in course of time removed, and after 
a while the children’s picnics and the Geor- 
gia Cayvan’s birthdays will cease to interest 
the public.” 

‘*Called Back,” at the Fifth Avenue, 
and ‘‘ Adonis,” at The Bijou, are alike in 
one respect—they draw well. Good luck to 
them both. 





GENERAL JACKSON upon going over the 
battlefield of New Orleans remarked that 
many of the English had been killed with 
the bayonet. 

** Yes,” responded an aid-de-camp, “like 
the state of Louisiana itself, they are pretty 
thoroughly bayonetted.” The aid-de-camp 
was immediately cashiered.—Boston Trans- 
cript. 
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SO CHARMING, 


**Pine shelves covered either with velvet 
or canton flannel, are now placed over every 
door in the house to hold china and bric-a- 
brac. The effect is charming. —Hzchange. 














Macutne Pouirician (to Workingman)—‘‘ Don’t 
You see what an excellent letter Gov. Cleveland has 
written for you?” 

Workineman—‘‘ No, I can't see 
lent in it.” 


anything excel- 





Island Joys. 
Dear Mr. Epitor: 

I want to tell you my experience at Man- 
hattan Beach, because I found it a delusion 
and a snare. 

You don’t know my Isabella—well, she is 
not exactly my Isabella, but she lets me 
visit her Sunday evening, and sometimes 
she does go with me to Bigot’s for cream, 
and then she lets me call her by her first name, 
and sometimes I even go so far, when walk- 
ing in the delicious moonlight, as to call 
her Bellie. 

Well, last Sunday evening she remarked 
that Gilmore the P. 8S. had advertised in the 
papers his great jubilee week.—Extra chor- 
uses, extra anvil hammerings, extra pro- 
grammes, and ‘‘Old Hundred” with artillery 
accompaniments, and, said the adorable mai- 
den, with old gold hair, ‘‘ if there isanything 
grand, it is ‘‘ Old Hundred” fired off by can- 
non!—Then, Monday evening is ‘ Fairy 
Land” she added, turning the rings on her 
fingers and looking at me with a heavenly 
smile. What could I do?—Of course we 
went. 

The first disappointment was finding not 
the ** D. R. Martin”—a really nice steam- 
boat, but a ferry-boat with but little speed. 
We reached Manhattan Beach after some 
delay,and lost the first two pieces of the con- 
cert. My Bellie’s mother wanteda programme, 
and so, after placing my ladies in a lo- 
cation (behind a quantity of umbrellas) I left 
them to search for one. I was directed toa 
book-store; there I found a notice: ‘‘ Pro- 
grammes at the office.” I went there. In- 
quired for them, and was told they were 
‘‘all gone.” Nowhere could I find one, so I 
was obliged to return and offer excuses. 
Bellie smiled, but the mother gave mea look 
that gave me ashiver. That mother is one 
of those noble women Who always speak the 
truth. She borrowed a programme from a 
timid young man, and, after reading it over, 
exclaimed: ‘‘ P. S. isa humbug! No chorus! 
No artillery!” ‘‘ What,” said my old gold, 
** won't he fire off ‘Old Hundred. That’s 
dreadful! ” 

After the afternoon concert, mother wan- 
ted to see the bathing. Ten cents apiece for 
the privilege. ‘‘ This air gives one an awful 
appetite,” said the honest lady. We took a 





table. I looked at the bill of fare, and felt 




















eee nee 














— 




















POLITRCAR 











= . 


may Leu mpo eA 


THE MASHER CANDIDATE. 


Democratic Partry—** Oh, aint he just too sweet for anything ! 


a) 


he’s only a wax-figger: 


What a pity 





sick. Gasping down a cobblestone in my 
throat, I inquired what the ladies would be 
pleased to take: ‘* Well,” said mother, “for 


my part I want a beefsteak—a porterhouse,” | 


(with a look that said, ‘* no small steak for 


me, young man.”) My enchanter condescen- 
ded to whisper, ** Chicken salad and floating- 
island.” ‘* What beverage?” I inquired. 


“What would you like, mama?” said the 
eyes of my blonde— ‘‘O, champagne, of 
course!” There goes my annual vacation,” 
I thought, but I gave the orders, and the 
viands were placed before us. I took only a 
cup of coffee, for I had, in fact, no appetite. 

Then the evening concert began.—‘* Why 
don’t P. 8S. play to suit the people , and not 
to please the Dutchmen in his band?” re- 
marked the matron, ‘‘who cares now for 
Beethoven, and Haydn, and, worst of all, 
Wagner? Can’t he see by the applause, what 
the people want? He wants to educate the 
taste, he says, bunt when I pay my money 
for pleasure, I want it, and not such old 
trash.” ‘‘And its right you are!” said a 
sea-faring neighbor. ‘‘ Them’s my sentim- 
ents,” exclaimed a Jersey farmer, and so 
many made remarks of approbation, that the 
mother beamed with happiness. How much 
further this would have gone, I can’t say, 
but the interference of the police enforced 
order, and we endured a continuation of 
blasts from the Brass instruments, while the 


bass drum pounder grew red in the face, the | 


picadilly player ran crazy, and all seemed to 
bully each other. Finally they stopped with 
a crash that made my already excited nerves 
jump, and caused a German to call out, 
**bravo,” whereupon P. 8S. bowed, and 


looked pleased. 





| Well, of course, we had to see the great 
display of Payne’s fire-works—pain for me 


| indeed—and, of course, we had to take 
reserved seats so we could see a British 
officer jump from a bridge. Meanwhile 


‘¢ Gilmore’s abtrata band” playing ‘‘ appro- 
priate music ”—the ‘‘ Star Spangled Ban- 
ner,” while the British attacked Pekin. 
Well, we could not return by Bay Ridge, 
because the ferry-boat was too slow to enable 
us to reach the last train; so we took the 
cars for Long Island City. The odors of 
this horrid place made mother sick, and 
made her exclaim, ‘‘ What an absurdity, to 
go to Coney Island for fresh air, and then 
come home through this horrid Hunter’s 
Point! Ough!” 
Yours in sorrow, 
A. TAKEN-IN DUDE. 





THE death-rate—an undertaker’s bill. 


Emma Appott has been in Europe trying 
on new dresses and otherwise repairing her 
voice for the coming season.—Hartford 
Post. 


Tue bald biped is generally accused of 
occupying a front seat in the theatre on the 
first night of a ballet entertainment, but no 
one never saw the American eagle in such a 
position. — Boston Budget. 


At the beach. Colored gentleman, pick- 
ing his way over the rocks steps into a small 
| pool of masked seaweed. Pulls his foot out 
of the water quickly, exclaiming: ‘‘Sho! 
| jist see dat! Feels mighty chilly, dat ar. 
Dat foot ain’t been wet fo’ free y’r befo’.”— 

| Somerville Journal. 
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Matilda the Brave, and the Fair 
Augustine. 


A Romance of the Wabash, by MACHOWLY. 





PART II. 


THE fair Augustine! A face like his is 
generally rare, but when it is not it is visible 
every time you see it. We shall not pause 
to dislocate: our imagination by a minute 
description of the air of petiteness and 
rechercheness which circulated round his 
gloves and boots. Suffice it to say that his 
shirt front was shielded from the public gaze 
by a neck-tie that overflowed it all over. 

It was remarked above (and with perfect 
truth) that Augustine was borne away in a 
state of shock. Matilda was sweet on him, 
and Matilda’s old man didn’t care a conti- 
nental bad word for the whole business 

But what was the posish of the old man’s 
big dog on the business? Had our heroine 
made a favorable impression in that quarter? 
Truth, fellow-citizens, truth which is cur 
besetting sin compels us to answer n—but 
before we do—there was an ancient landlord 
who kept a tavern, a haunted tavern, and 
one of his standard receipts for making 
things comfortable was, ‘‘ Gentlemen, never 
reckon without your ghost.” In other 
words, let no young man pitch his tent in 
the midst of the bosom of the best family in 
creation if there happen to be a faithful 
family dog on board. Here would be the 
place to peacefully inquire why in thunder— 
not why the course of true love never runs 
smooth—but why it is that this true love is 
usually deflected from its true course by 
fate in the shape of a big dog—else there is 
no truth in much of our modern fiction. On 
the other hand, however, it was an evening 
in April. Then she said, ‘‘tell you what, 
Aug, we’ve been foolin’ ’round this thing 
long enough. _Let’s say 4 o’clock sharp, A. 
M., next Friday morning, so we have time 
to ketch the train for Chicago.” The gentle 
creature blushed pale as he answered—but 
meanwhile all nature seemed to take in the 
situation and sympathize with the crisis. 
In truth nature seemed to be in one of her 
spell-bounds. ‘The silence which reigned 
was broken only by the singing of solitary 
but numerous congregation of frogs which 
were holding their first camp meeting in the 
swamp. The silence also was further broken 
only by a flock of pigs at their first wallow 
social. While ever and anon the silence 
was also broken only by other sounds of 
rural life, but let them pass. 

“Well, Matilda, you know best. I shall 
write to ma, and if your pa has no objec-—” 

“‘ Oh, shoot my paw and your maw,” she 
answered with a tender look in her mouth, 
while with careless grace she inserted her 
right hand in his top hair and vigorously 
soothed him with a shake that set his ring- 
lets dancing in the rough moonlight. Then 
she added, ‘‘ and don’t you forget it.” 

Clearly the brave Matilda’s heart was in 
the work. Oh the heart, the heart! Or, as 
our French coustics would say: ‘‘ the cur, 
thecur!” Sweet on him wasshe. ‘‘Sweeter,” 
as my friend Wilt Whatman remarked in 
blanked verses while singing an ode on Miss 
Oscar’s eyebrow :— 





‘Sweeter than syrup of maple on 
Corn-dodgers of buckwheat.” 


struck 
For time not tied waits for no 


sang the frogs; chattered the pigs; 
the clock. 
man. 
‘““To be sure,” 
will be the deuce 


resumed our hero, ‘it 
ubout your rig, but you 
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NO FURTHER USE FOR HER. 
Brother Beecher don’t see any reason for changing his vote. 


can wear one of my derbies, and double- 
breasted overcoat, and 
you'll be sure to lose in the mud.” 

‘*No, Aug, don’t; my cigars are too beastly 
strong for you. Shake and git.” 

Like the spoiled child of affluence, the fair 
Augustine thought that such blissful mo- 
ments ought to prolong forever and all night. 
But what says one of the Brownlings? He 
(or she) lamenteth in this wise: 

‘** Stiffen up the willows which weeps— 

Sich is life— 

The sereneful enjoyments of the evening 
is followed—by—by-something at any rate 
confounded different. 

For the family dog had kept an ominous 
silence, though he made no noise about it— 
had kept it fast in his mouth which he 
refused to open. But hardly had our hero- 
ine, on his way to bed, got as far as the 
chicken-roost under the parlor window, when | 
the family dog’s mouth suddenly opened and 
let the silence out. The moon took that 
oppertunity to shine fully on the dog’s front 
teeth. We forgot to mention at the proper 
time and place that Augustine’s heart was 
full. But it was. And this toothsome sight 
was the last drop in the feather that broke | 
the camel’s back—so much so that our hero- 


ine’s emotions came over him and hid | 
him in gloom. Hid him to that extent | 


that the faithful reporter when he came to 
write out that two column account of the 
events that didn’t follow, was compelled to 
interview his own inside consciousness to get 
at the bottomless facts. Owing to the cir- 
cumstances over which no control, this tale 
comes to the above unlooked-for end; and 
perhaps it is well, on the whole, that it does; 
for it seems that Part 111. refuses to make 
his appearance except on his ear. Refuses 
because he thinks it is a burning and ashin- 
ing shame that he is expected, not only on | 
this, but on most occasions to come in after | 
Part II. 


rubbers—but them 


A Dusty Dialogue. 

City Chap (with carpet bag, to country 
boy). ‘* This looks like a nice place.” 

Country Boy. ‘* Looks like it. Why its 
the darndest place to chew victuals in you 
ever seed. ‘This state is the state of ther 
Union, and this yere county is ¢he county of 
ther state. Dads got a room big enough to 
hold a man of your size fur seven dollars a 
week—no extra charge for extra advantages. 

** Any fishing? ” 

“‘T should grin. You can catch anything 
from a full blown whale to a first class cold 
in the head. Dern it, you can git a bite 
every time you poke yer head out ov ther 
window. 

“Where do you bathe? ” 

** Bathe?” 

‘* Yes, bathe. Wash yourself, you know.” 

‘“‘Why, in the water, of course. You 
didn’t think we washed in the manure heap, 
did you?” 

‘IT might, judging from appearances. 
But where is the water?” 

‘* Why, in the well, of course. 
think we kept it in the chimney?” 

‘‘Where do you go when you want to 
swim?” 

**'To the old man.” 

‘Go to the old man when you want to 
goswimming! He ain’t a concealed lake, is 
he?” 

** Not much, but he’s boss, and don’t you 
fail to remember it.” 

“* What’s that to do with it?” 

‘Lots and acres. If I go swimming 
without axing him fust, he strains the water 
out of me with a cedar shingle when I come 
back.” 

‘**T understand.” 

** One wouldn’t think it, to look at you.” 

** But when you do get permission to go 
swimming, to what part of the country do 
you go?” 


Did you 





‘* To the part of the country where the lake 
is. It aint a movable lake, and never comes 
to meet you half-way.” 

‘*Now, how far is the lake from your 
house? ” 

‘‘T wasn’t brought up in a surveyor’s 
office, and never measured the distance.” 

‘Give a guess.” 

‘1 never give anything for nothing.” 

** Well, Shylock, here’s a new five cent 
piece. Is it a mile?” 

“‘No, it’sa lake.” 

‘* Well, is the lake a mile?” 

‘No the lake’s a lake.” 

**Confound it, let it remain a lake! ” 

‘*Do you want that room?” 

‘* How’s it furnished?” 

‘* Same as the others.” 

‘* How’s the others furnished ? ” 

‘* Same as the one to let to a boarder.” 

**Is it healthy here?” 

‘** So healthy that all the doctors that come 
here have built an extension to the poor 
house for their own accomodation.” 

‘Then my name’s Git, for lam a doctor 
in search of a locality to settle in, and I don’t 
want to locate in a poor-house.” 

** Been there before, hey? Well, you’d 
better trot along for here comes Dad, and 
he’s mighty particular who I associate with. 
Take the road to the right, and you will be 
on the right road to the county jail. Ta, ta!” 


EUGENE 8. BISBEE. 





A Surprise Awaiting Gerald. 


, 


‘« FATHER.’ 

Thus spoke a fair young girl about whose 
sweet young face there clustered a bang like 
a solid stone wall around a flower garden and 
in whose voice were mingled the soft notes 
of a flute and the silvery notes of the dinner- 
bell half an hour late. The person address- 
ed was a cold, hard man, with iron-gray and 
corkscrew whiskers and with that stern look 
in his eyes which prompts a man to go else- 
where to borrow a dollar. He was sitting in 
his office reading the morning paper. 

** Well, girl what is it?” he replied look- 
ing at the head-lines of the Chicago grain 
market dispatches. 

‘* Father, Gerald has asked me to marry 
him and I have accepted him.” 

**T don’t doubt it.” 

‘* Yes, father, and I thought I would tell 
you, so it would not surprise you when he 
asked you for me.” 

** Don’t worry yourself, girl. Don’t worry 
yourself. I will not be half so much sur- 
prised as Gerald will, my darling,” and he 
reflectively threw his right leg over his left 
knee and ran his hand carefully around the 
toe of his boot.—Chicago Tribune. 





‘*IT seems to me,” said a Vermont Judge 
to his daughter, ‘‘ that your young man calls 
a good many times a week. My court 
doesn’t sit anywhere as oftin as yours does.” 
‘Oh, wee, papa,” was the blushing reply, 
‘*T am engaged to him, you know, and that 
entitles us to a court of the special sessions.” 
—Burlington Free Press. 


‘“YounG man, there’s the door, there’s 
the gate, and there’s the road, and like 
Tennyson’s poem of the brook, do you go 
forever, and darn my buttons if I catch you 
around here again after my daughter I’ll 
yick you up and drop you into Walt 
Vhitman’s elegant sublime indifferent no- 
where. Now, mosey.” The youth moseyed. 


—Brooklyn Times. 
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Paying an Old Debt. 

AN aged couple walked into a prominent 
drygoods store in Syracuse recently and 
asked to see some carpets. While the clerk 
was showing them some patterns of ingrains 
the proprietor of the store noticed the old 
people and approaching the clerk, told him 
to show them some of their best body 
srussels. As he rolled out several pieces of 
rich carpet the old lady held up her hands 
and exclaimed, ‘‘ Oh, we can’t afford that!” 
The merchant asked her which pattern she 
liked best, and as she said, pointing to one 
roll, “‘That is just lovely,” the merchant 
asked the size of the room and told the clerk 
to cut and match the carpet and have it 
made up in time for the train on which the 
old people were to return. Seeing the 
blank look of astonishment that over- 
spread their faces, the merchant asked; 
**Ain’t your names so and so?” ‘* Yes,” 
they replied. ‘‘ Didn’t you keep a tavern at 
such a time and at such a place?” They 
replied in the affirmative. ‘‘ And didn’t 
you have a boy, at one time, who tended bar 
for you named ————?” “* Yes, yes; and we 
have often wondered whatever became of 
the little cuss.” ‘‘ Well,’ ’said the merchant, 
**T am that boy, and when I tended bar for 
you I stole money enough from you to car- 
pet your whole house. ‘lake the carpet and 
say nothing more about it.” It is needless to 
add that they took it.— Rome Sentinel. 





Too True to Be sad. 


He was a busy man and she was a society 
woman. One evening he suddenly looked 
up from his paper and said: 

‘By the way, didn’t we have a baby in 
this house about the time Midland Broad 
Gauge went up to 98?” 

“Yes,” she said; ‘‘ Oscar was born the 
night of the Everingham reception.” 

** Boy, was it?” he said with a show of in- 
terest. ‘‘I had 
seven months old by this time. 
he?” 

She touched a bell, a servant appeared, 
and she ordered Oscar to be brought into 
the presence of his sire. Instead of whom 
the weeping nurse appeared alone, and with 
many tears confessed that the infant Oscar 
had been kidnapped in the park six weeks 
before, and that the most careful search, 
aided by advertisements in the daily papers, 
had thus far failed to reveal his 
abouts. 

Thus we see that wealth is no barrier to 
sorrow, and even into the homes of the rich 
and the great trouble creeps with a stealthy 
thread, and sometimes breaks up a whole 
evening of enjoyment.—Surlington Hawk- 
eye. 


Where is 


where- 





Got His Shad. 

A PHILADELPHIAN who was lying very 
sick in the West kept piteously calling for 
shad. His friends, unable to procure 
the fish, were in despair until a man who 
had been raised in the East struck a bright 
idea. 

‘“*Give him a fine comb fried in batter,’ 
he said, and perhaps he wont be able to tell 
toe difference.” 

They gave it to him, and as the sick man’s 
teeth struck into the small teeth of the comb 
a happy smile broke over his face, and he 
murmured: 

‘“‘ Yes; that’s shad. No other fish has 
such a sweet taste and sv many bone:.”— 
Philadelphia Chronicle. 








forgotten; must be about | 








THE ONLY 


Leaving the house in charge 


How He Lost His’n. 


A MEETING of the bald heads of this city 
was recently held at the residence of one of 
the members. After several hours conver- 
sation on the subject of ‘* how did you lose 
yours,” one of the invited guests suggested 
that each one relate the cause which occasiio- 
ned the loss of his head gear, 

‘*When I was young,” said the first one 
‘*T carried my testament in my hat, and my 
fish pole in my trousers, running down into 
my arm pit into my shoes.” Another 
claimed that in his youthful days he was 
compelled to sleep in a bed, two feet too 
short for him, and he wore his hair off rub- 
bing his head against the bed board. Each 
and every one had some plausible story to 
tell which had shorn them of their scalp, 
and it remained for the last one, whose head 
was as bare as a billiard ball to truthfully 
state, that his wife had talked it all off 
during their twenty years life, wrenching 
out only a single hair at each curtain 
lecture.—Carl Pretzel’s Weekly. 





A Through Train. 


‘‘Ts this a through train?” asked a trave- 


ler of the brakeman as he entered an unoccu- 
pied car. ‘‘ Yes, sir,” replied the brake- 
man, turning over a couple of seats before 
making his exit. And then the tired 
traveler fixed himself for a nap. After 
dreaming of awakening in Albany he did 
awake, and found the car in the same place 
where it had been before he had his nap. 
With fire in his optic he sought the brake- 
man. ‘‘ Look here, you tow-headed ruffian! 
didn’t you tell me this was the through 
train?” ‘* I did, sir,” quietly replied the car- 
coupler. ‘‘ And so it is a through train, 
sir. It’s through running for the day, sir.” 
— Yonkers Statesman. 








Snmmer. 


A Smart Boy. 

“Dat boy,” said a colored gentleman, 
referring to his son, ‘‘ w’y, he’s de smartest 
chile in lan’ bat boy, w’y, he is got er high 
edycation. 

** Tow far 
asked. 

“Who, dat chile? W’y he’s mighty nigh 
got all the way, dat’s how fur ’vanced he 


advanced is he?” some one 


is. 

‘Well, but what can he do?” 

**Who, dat boy? What is it he kian’ do? 
Ife ken read dese heah signs whut de white 
folks paints-on de fences, an’ it takes er 
mighty sharp chile ter do dat, lemme tell 


ver. But dat ain’t de climax o’ whut he 
kin do. He kin read dese leather-kivered 
books. Mos’ any boy kin read one o’ dese 


heah paper-back books, any ord’nary pussen 
kin han’le de newspapers an pamflets, but 
when he takes down one ’o dese here leather- 
kivered books an’ reads off de talk, w’y he’s 
gwine ter bealawyer, shose yer bo’n. Doan 
talk ter me *bout dat chile, ‘case I know 
him. I’se seed him han’lin figgers wid bof’ 
hans.” —Arkansaw Traveler. 





In the year 1547 a proclamation was 
issued by Henry VIII. commanding that 
** women should not meet together to babble 
and talk, and that all men should keep 
their wives in their houses.” And yet some 
persons declare that we are living in a 
more enlightened—that is, the world, they 
tell us, is growing bet—or, rather, that the 
laws of to-day are—well, they tell us some- 
thing, anyway.—Norris/own Herald. 





Er dog has got more sense den de spen’- 
thrift, fer ef a dog hab got er bigger piece o’ 
meat den he ken eat, stead of throwin’ it 
erway, he buries it, knowin’ dat, arter er 
while, he will be hungry agin.—Arkansas 
Traveler. 
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Why She Didn't. 


A YouNG woman from the country was 
suing her ex-sweetheart for breach of 
promise, and the lawyers were, as usual, 
making all sorts of inquisitive inquiries. 

‘ You say,” remarked one, ‘* that the de- 
fendent frequently sat very close to you? 

‘* Yes, sir,” was the reply, with a hectic 
flush. 

‘How Cc lose 

“* Close moral so’s one cheer was all the 
settin’ room we needed.” 

‘And you say he put his arm around 
you? 

‘No, I didn’t.” 

‘What did you say then?” 

‘-T said he put both arms around me.” 

«“Then what?’ 

‘““ He hugged me.” 

** Very hard?” 

‘““ Yes, he did, Sodarn hard that I come 
purty near hollerin’ right out.” 

‘Why didn’t you ‘holler?’ ” 

“* *Cause.” 

‘That’s no reason. 
Because what? ” 

**’Cause I was afeered he’d stop. 

Che court fell off the bench, and had to be 
carried out and pnt under the hydrant for 
the purpose of resuscitation.—Merchant 
Traveler. 


” 


Be explicit please 





Telephone Girl. 

THE night girl was talking love to No. 
311, her best fellow living there and keeping 
up the other end of the conversation, when 
there came a hurried ring from No. 37, 
which is the residence of a highly respected 
citizen. 

** Hello!” 
reply. 

** Hello! 
please?” 

** Do you mean Mr. Slaykine’s abattoir? ” 

‘Yes, if you want to have it in high 
toned language. 

** All right, here it is.” 

** Hello! Slaycow.” 

** Hello!” 

‘What was in that sausage you sold me 
this evening.” 

‘“* Meat.” 

** Well, it made us all sick. 
have used bad meat in it.” 

The girl was 


she replied, after ringing a 


Give me Slaycow’s butchershop, 


You must 


| ly misplacing the end boards in the 


) Before and Behind. 


THE JUDGE. 





Aw old farmer employed a son of Erin to 
work for himon hisfarm. Pat was constant- 
cart— 


| the front board behind and the tail board in 





listening, and at this | 


moment switched on the custodian of the | 


city pound, who was making his report for 
the day to the chief of police, and the 
poundmaster said: 

‘Well, it is all right. It is as good as 
any in the state. We put a calf, two pigs 
and fifteen dogs in to-day.” 

No. 37 hung up its receiver, and went out 
to gag, and nobody but the telephone girl 
knows why Slaycow had to make an assign- 
ment within a week, and she never told any- 
body except the Through Mail, and she 
communicated the facts in strict confidence. 


—Through Mail. 


A Pleasant Movement. 


Pranist—-“‘ Which part of my rhapsody 
did you most enjoy?” 

Ignoramus—‘ Which part?” 

‘ ‘ Yes, which movement? ” 

‘On! the last one.” 

“* Ah! that is the presto.” 

‘© Presto? What a queer name!” 

** Do you think so?” 

““ Yes. Up our way, whenaman gets up, 
bends his back, smiles to the audience and 
walks off we call it a bow.”—Philadelphia 
Cail. 





front, which made the old gentleman very 
irritable. To prevent blunders he pain- 
ted on both boards a large ‘‘ B,” then call- 
ing Pat to him, and showing him the 
boards, he said: 

** Now, you block head, you need make no 
mistake, as they are both marked. This,” 
going to one board, ‘‘is ‘ B’ for ‘ before,’ 
and that,” indicating the tail board, ‘‘ is ‘ B’ 
for ‘ behind,’” whereupon the old gentleman 
marched off with great dignity.—Catta- 
raugus Sentinel. 





Hard Times in Trade. 

A RAGGED and hungry man asked a gentle- 
man for money enough to buy a meal. 

‘Cannot you secure employment? ” asked 
the gentleman. 

‘* No, sir; the cheap railroad fares have 
killed my business,” replied the man de- 
spondently, 

** Ah, how is that? 

‘*All the bank cashiers go to Canada 
when they are short in their accounts now.” 

«* What has that to do with your business?” 

**T used to be a ‘masked robber””’ replied 
the beggar, 





‘and when a cashier was short | 
in his accounts he’d send to me, and I’d tie 


him and all his family up and demand the | 


key to the bank at the point of a pistol, and 
so help him out in his accounts. But he 
flings the accounts in the stove now, and 
goes to Canada. ‘Times are hard on all 
kinds of trade.”—Pittshburg Telegraph. 





A Daisy Plank in the Democratic 
Platform. 

THE more we study that tariff plank in 
the Democratic platform, the more it assumes 
es the color, form, and fragrance of a daisy. 
It is the realization of Jackson’s dream of ‘a 
judicious tariff.’ It is broad, and deep, and 
conservative, as the dog law desired by the 
Kentucky legislature. 

‘‘John Andry,” said the puzzled moun- 
tain statesman to the representive from 
Woodford; ‘‘my people wants a dog law, 
and as them dog laws is awful tiklish busi- 
ness, you draw me a good keerful one.” 

‘Well, what kind of a dog law do you 
want?” asked the Woodfcrd man, 

“Oh, I want a good dog law.” 




















Now say, 
pay 
To keep taking such risks as you run every 


thoughtful man, do you think it will 


day, 

Without making provision in being secured, 
3y an Accident Policy which keeps you insured? 
The United Statcs Mutual makes you secure, 
What ever disaster you chance to endure, 
Of all the attendance and comforts you seek, 
3y paying you fifty cash dollars a week, 
And hands to your widow, in case you depart 
‘Ten Thousand” to comfort her sorrowing heart. 

Membership Fee, $5. Annual Cost about $12 
for $5,000 Accident Insurance, with $25 Weekly 
Indemnity. $10,000 Insurance, with $50 Wee skly 
Indemnity at corresponding rates, 


HOW TO BECOME A MEMBER. 
Write for Circular and pie: Blank, and 
when received fill out your application, inclose $5 


| and forward it to the Secretary at New York, on 





** Yes, but what is your idea of a good 


” 


dog law? 

‘Why, what me and my people want is a 
raal good, safe, broad—waal, a———-good 
Dimocratic dog law what’ll please my consti- 
tuents, and won’t interfere with the rights 
of the dogs.”—Louisville Times. 





NATURALISTS say that ‘‘the feet of the 
common working-bee is a combination of a 
basket, a brush, and a pair of pincers.” So 
far as the pincers are concerned. that has 
been an established fact since the memory of 
man. But astothe ‘‘ basket” and “brush,” 
there is a question. If it was a furnace and 
needle that was found with the pincers, it 
would seem more reasonable, as all who have 
had any experience with a bee, or who have 
investigated the subject, are ready to take a 
solemn oath that for clinching hold of, and 
punching holes, red hot ones, every step 
taken, a bee’s foot cannot be fequaled.— 
Peck’s Sun. 


receipt of which 
to you. 
The United States Mutual 
Accident Association, 
320 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. 


CHAS. B. PEET, (of Rogers, Peet & Co.,) Pres’r. 
JAMES R. PITCHER, Srcrerarx. 


i policy will be promptly mailed 





PROFITABLE INVESTMENT—Each $5 doubled within 390 
LA days; loss im possib rhe Hinsdale City, adjoining beautiful 
Garden City and Creedmoor Rifle ige—several thousand 
building lots surrounding de pot. Sis ; monthly payments $5 
each; prices advanced monthly ottages ag sonthly up. Cir 
culars of R. WILSON, Attorney, 335 Broadway, 


AGENTS WANTED EVERYWHERE to sell the best Fami- 

ly Knitting Machine ever invented. 
Will knit a pair of stockings with HEEL and TOE complete 
in % minutes. It will also knit a great variety of fancy work 
for which there is always a ready market. Send for circular 


and terms to the Twombly Knitting Machine Co., 163 Tre- 
mont Street, Boston, Mass. 


ARTISTIC 


CAMPAIGN BANNERS. 


Your attention is hereby called to the splendid Portraits of 
the Presidential and Vice-Presidential Candidates in oil colors, 
on painters’ canvass, made 














as transparent as glass by a new 
chemical process, and highly decorated. They are intended for 
rs, Window Transparencies, Lanterns; also in 
shape of Maps, with two wooden or metal rollers. 


Procession Banne 


3 feet high, by two feet wide, ~ per doz., $12.00 
Complete Torch and Lantern, above size Pictures of Pres 

ident and Vice President per doz., 36.00 
18 inches high, by 14 inches wide, per doz., 6.00 
18 inches high, by 2 inches wide; double size, President 

and Vice-President on one sheet 
Complete Torch 

tures on two sides of the Lantern, four Pictures alto 

gether, per doz., 30.00 
Medalion Heads of Jas. G. Blaine and Grover Cleveland, 

silver or gold, mounted on plush cushion easels, size 

10x13, - - each, 1.00 


per doz., 9.00 
nd Lantern, and above double size Pi 


It is impossible to describe the beauty of execution and gen- 
eral appearance of these goods. You will find them without any 
competition in regard to novelty, beauty, and real artistic value. 

“The only trathful portraits, superb in color and per- 
fectly transparent,” *o acknowledged by both Republican 


| and Democratic General Committees. 


t# Samples forwarded at dozen rates with addition of 3 
cents for packing. 


SCOTT ART COMPANY, 


176 Broadway, N. Y. 
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Columbia Bicycles 


CAPS AND 


rRICYCLES., 


Send 3-cent stamp for Illustrated Catalogue | 
THE POPE MANUFACTURING (0., | 


597 Washington St., Boston, Mass. 


Branch House, 12 Warren street, New York 


BEHNING 


FIRST CLASS 
Grand Squure 2 Upright 


FlTAWOS. 
Varerooms : 8 W. 14th St. & 129 E. 426th St. 


Factory, N. E.-corner 124 st. and ist ave.. New York. 











“Throw Physic to the dogs, 
I'll none of it,—Shakespeare. 


HEALTH, STRENGTH AND ENERGY 


Take no more Medicine, but wear, 


Dr. Young's Patent Electric Belts. 
(Trade Mark 


*HEALTH RESTORER,” 
By whic h NERVOUSNESS, NERVOUS 
S OF MANHOOD WEAK 
DY AND MIND, YOUTH 
tRORS, &c, can be cured 
in a few days A MEDICAL WORK 
TO BE GIVEN AWAY, showing suf 
ferers how they may be cured 
= and recover Health, Strength 
y Vigor, WITHOUT THE AID OF MEDICINE, will be 
on receipt of stamped directed envelope. 
cretary, Electro Medical Company, 
455 Canal Street, New York. 












~ 
“WEALTH RESTORER” a 
TRADE MARK F 


Strength ar 
sent free by p« 
Address, S« 








{2 Please mention this paper. 


Send $1, #2, $3. or $5 for a retail box, 
by express, of the best candies in Amer 
ica, put up elegantly, and strictly pure. 
Suitable for presents. 

Refers to all Chicago. 


Address, GUNTHER, Confectioner, 
78 Madison St., Chicago. 


Franklin Square Lithooraphic Co. 


——STEAM LITHOGRAPHIC PRINTERS: —— 


—:0: 


FINE COLOR WORK A SPECIALTY. 
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Jtr1ATh_T "TY DAT 1 Dept 
PHOTO LITH TRAPHIC INE »~PRODUCTIO! NS 











Estimates Carefully Prepared. 


324, 326 and 328 Pearl St., 
NEW YORK.—— 





GOLD MEDAL, PARIS, 1878, 
BAKER’S 


Breaklast Cocoa, 


Warranted absoledely pure 
Cocoa, from which .2e excess of 
Oil has been removed. It has three 
times the strength of Cocoa mixed 
with Starch, Arrowroot or Sugar, 
and is therefore far more economi- 
cal. It is delicious, nouris ng, 
strengthening, easily digested, und 
admirably adapted for invalids as 
well as for persons in health. 





Sold by Grocers. everywhere. 








¥. BAKER & C0., Dorchester, Mass. 
Send six cents for postage, and receive 

free, a costly box of goods which will help 

all, of either sex, to more money right away 

— anything else in this world. —- 

nit the workers absolutely sure. At oi 


address TRUE ry te on  Abeuatn. Maine. 










Campaign Goods, 


We are headg\iarters for OPEN 
NET WORK BANNERS, FLAGS, 
Suits,Capes,Caps, Helmets,Shirts, 
Torches, Pictures, Transparencies 
and all Campaign Faniy ments, 
CLUBS SUPPI.IED, Agts. Wanted. 
Complete Samp ile Suit $1.00, 
Sample Badge 10c., 3 for 25e,, 1 
doz. 6c, Portraits of . 4 andi- 
dates, size 12x 16, a 1c., 4 
for Bec., 1 doz. Gc for $4, 





THE JUDGE. 


get 
get a 


5 


A GIRL has only to give assent to 
married, but it costs her dollars to 
divorce.—Philadelphia Chronicle. 


A BALD-HEADED man hasn’t much to be 
proud of, but he always wants to put on 
hairs. —Cincinnati Morchant Traveller. 

SPEAKING of the barber as a “* razor artist” 
is as bad as referring to the clam peddler as 
a mullosk merchant.—Fall River Advance. 


AN inquirer wants to know what railroad 
pie is like. Well, for general cussedness 
and tooth- turning toughness, it is almost 
twin brother to composing-room pi.— Wash- 
ington Hatchet 


historian declares that the Papuans 
do not know how to starta fire. Whena 
married man reads this he will wish that he 
had been born in that land.— Boston Post. 


Ir swimming suits get any smaller it will 
soon be the approved antic to skip into the 
briny with only the key to one’s bath room 
tied around one’s waist.— Hatchet. 


A New York reporter says he interview- 
ed over 100 emigrants in Castle Garden, and 
not one of them had over a dollar. It isn’t 

easy for a New York man to borrow money, 
even from the uninitiated.— Boston Post. 


‘Wat a beautiful place this would be,” | 


said Duseubury, as he gazed around him at 
the lovely landscape views in Forest Hills 
cemetery, ‘‘if it were not for all these mon- 
uments and gravestones scattered around.” 
Besion Transcript. 

*‘So you think John is becoming a great 
man fin the city?” said a farmer, speaking 
of his absent son to a companion of the 
youth. ‘‘Great man! I should say so; why, 
there ain’t a barkeeper in the city hardly, 
that he don’t call by his first name.”— 
Somerville Tent 


An exchange tells of a man who seized 
“*a knife and plunged it into his throat, in- 
flicting ugly wound;.” This is important 
information, for without it the public might 
have been led into thinking that the man’s 
wounds were good-natured or handsome; 
but now that it is known that they were 
only ugly, of course every body will feel 
much relieved.— Boston Transcript. 


A rtcu old Georgia bachelor who died in 
1860 bequeathed one hundred dollars each 
to five young ladies with the request that 
keep his grave green. And now there is no 
grave in “the cemetery more neglected than 
his. It is green only with weeds. If there 
is anything the girls care less about than a 
live married man it is a dead old bachelor. 
—Middletowm Transcript. 









































PICTURESQUE TOURIST ROUTE. 


Special Trains for 


Saratoga, Lake George, and Catskill Mountains, 
—VIA-— 
EST SHORE ROUTE, 
WILL THIS SUMMER 
Equal in Speed and Sarees in Comfort all other Routes | 


Tourists’ Tickets to All Resorts at Offices of West Shore Route | 
PULLMAN BUFF PARLOR CARS 
Will run through between 


LONG BRANCH, SARATOGA, LAKE GEORGE, 
NEW YORK, | 





WASHINGTON 


CATSKILL MOUNTAINS. AND NIAGARA FALLS, 
Exclusively by the West Shore Route, 
| §#"See Time Tables in Daily Papers headed West Shore Route. 


| CATAR RH Hay Fever 


I have been a Hay Fever suf 
ferer three years; have often | 
heard Ely’s Cream Balm spoken 
of in the highest terms, did not 
take much stock in it because 
of the many quack medicines. 

A friend persuaded me 
the Balm, and with the most 
wonderful success. This recom } 
mendation you can use for the 
benefit of Hay Fever sufferers. 

—T. S. Geer, Syracuse, N 

@ Apply into the nostrils. 

Ely’s Cream Balm is a remedy 
founded on a correct diagnosis of 
this disease, and can be depended 


HAY-FEVER _o bottle by mail, 10 cents. 


%) cents at 
mail 10 cents. 












to try 


aruggists ; bottle py 


60 cents by mail. 


ELY BROTHERS, Druggists, Owego, N. Y. | 


Sample 





Cleveland or Blaine. 

All Clubs wanting outfits would do 
well to send for our large colored list of 
Torches, Capes, Helmets, Caps, Belts, | 
jadges, et | 

We defy competition in prices. Our | 
stock is the largest of any tn the trade. | 

We are sole makers and patentces of 
the populgr Telescope Torch, which we 
sell to clubs and Dealers at liberal 
prices 

Good 
Dealers 


inducements to Agents and 


Peck & Snyder, 


126-13) Nassau St., N. Y. 





Frise 
SEINES 





y trated catalogue of th 
maguificeat Higham | 
BAND INSTRUMENTS 
Best iw tur Wor 
Mailed free Address, 
LYON & : HE ALY, 
162 Srare Srueet 











PERFECTION MAGIC LANTERNS. 


Best Quality. Latest Improvements. 
Travel around the World in your 
Chair. 
| Their compact form and accurate work particularly 
adapt them for Home Amusement. 

With a FEW DOLLARS outlay a comfortable living 


may be earned. §#@~ VIEWS in stoc Kk, and made to order. 
Send for Catalogue. 


YOUNG, 
185 Fifth Avenue, New York. 








the ‘aook 148 persons anewering the following 
mother found in the Bible? Mention the 


thirteenth, $2; thirty-five GOLD 


Fi es send i a for 
PURE, 

UNADULTERATED 

h as Lie crowned heads ae Europe use. 

been introduced in Americ 





$500 CASH, FREE! 


¢ offer the above amount of money and THIRTY- a VE 


The first person answering this question correctly, on or before October 15th, will recetve #75 cash. 

If we receive more than one correct answer, the second will receive $70; the third, sé 

the fifth, $50; the sixth, $25; the seventh, $2); eighth, $15; ninth, $10; tenth, $8; eleventh, @6; tweifth, 64; 
WATC Es 


lar each to the next one hundred people answering it correctly. 
you may be second or third, so yon stand a good ch mance ox - a re prize. 
Sample package K EA wi 


UNGOLORED. ROY 


Imported direct. 
A revolution to American tea drinkers. 















E GOLD WATCHES, Free to 
Wnere is the word Grand- 


Bibie b stion: 
hapter and Verse 


ook, 
the fourth, ¢55; 
to the next thirty-five correct answers, and one dol- 


remember that 
Each competitor must, in 


ith their iL 


The first time the L Tea bas ever 
Only Nature's Coloring is 


f you are not first, 









+ Ant Prices de fy competition ! 

Se forsampl sand circulars. 

CAMPATON MANUF ACTUB’G 00., 
10 Barclay St., New York 


Campaign Badges 





used in the Royal Tea. The fresh leaves are dried and prepared in such a way as to retain ail their 
delicate aroma and flavor, together withstrength and body. One trial of Royal Tea and you will forever 
do awuy with allimpure, high colored and poisonous articles. SPECIAM OFFER! To introduce 
this Tea in America we will, for a limited time, (until October 15th,) send (sample box) one haif-pound 
Royal Tea, prepaid, to any address on receipt of only 50 cents, one pound-box, prepaid, $i. 50 cents is 
cheap for sample box Royal Tea so you pay nothing for competing for one ‘of the above prizes. In 
addition to the other prizes, we offer #506 1 more ny divided equally; ($5 each) to the first one 
hundred persons sending us the correct answer tothe above question and sending $1 for one-pound 
sample RoyalTea. The money will be promptly sent to the succ essful ones. Send one dollarin P.O. 
order, postal note, or registered letter. Don’t wait, but send your answer at onee. Postage 
stampstaken. Full instructions to agents how to me si0 a day 40 troducing the Royal Tea ir ' 


each sample box. Address MAYO & CO., 166 La Salle St., Chicago, 















































DEMOCRATIC | 


BAR 
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